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CAPTAIN MORRIS. 


| No J. 

| MY SPIRITS ARE MOUNTING. 
[ | 
| 


I. 
M* ſpirits are mounting, my heart's full of 
| glee, 
| Sweet hope like a roſe on my bumper I ſee 
My cares are all colour'd with joy as they paſs, 
| And my ſoul is all ſunſhine when lit by my glaſs. 
| Fal de ral, &c. 
II. 
Away from my view fly the world and its ſtrife, 
The banquet of fancy's the feaſt of my life, 
All love's melting energies ſink in my ſoul, 
And the fountain of bliſs is let looſe in my bowl. 
Fal de ral, &c, 
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III. 
You afk why drink, and my reaſon is plain, 
To gild with bright colours life's picture again, 
From the cold track of care my warm heart to re- 
move, 


And revel tranſported with nature and love. 
Fal de ral, &c- 


IV. 
To the fairer I fill, to the fairer J think, 
Mine is not a clay that grows muddy with drink ; 
The bubbles that riſe in gay colours are dreſt, 
And love's the foft ſediment lies at my breaſt. 
Fal de ral, 8c. 


V. 
My ſpirits in burſts of wild ſympathy ſtart, 
And friendſhip's kind current flows pure from my 
heart, 
And ardour fo ſocial ennobles each thought, 
And I curſe the cold maxims dame prudence has 


taught, 
Fal de ral, &c. 
644 VI. 
What ſay ſoothing Gods! when thou bring'ſt ta 
my view | 


"Thoſe ſcenes of wild ſoftneſs my boſom once knew; 


I gaze as fond Memory's viſion goes by, 
And double the bliſs, tho' the tear's in my eye. 
| Fal de ral, &c. 


Then 
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VII. 
Then give me, great Gods, but a friend with my 
wine, 
Whoſe heart has been heated and ſoften'd like mine, 
| In ſocial effuſions we'll cheriſh each ſoul, 
| And ſhare the wild magic that lies in the bowl, 
| | Fal de ral, &. 
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DRINKING SONG. 


I, 
LVL N the fancy-ſtirring bowl 
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Wakes its world of pleaſure, 
Glowing viſions gild my ſol, 
| | And life's an endleſs treafure 
| Mem ry decks my waſted heart, ' 
| Freih with gay deſires, [ 
Rays divine their heat impart, | 


And kindling hope inſpires. 


CHORUS 


Then who'd be grave, 

M hen wine can ſave 
The heavieſt ſoul from ſinking, 
And magic grapes 

Give angel ſhapes 
To every girl we're drinking ? 
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II. 
* Here ſweet benignity and love 
Shed their influence round us, 
Gather'd ills of life remove, 
And leave us as they found us: 
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Tho' my head may ſwim, yet true, 
Still to nature's feeling; 
Peace and beauty ſwim there too, 
And rock me while I'm reeling. 
Then who'd be grave? &c, 


III. 
| On youth's ſoft pillow tender truth 
| Her penſive leſſon taught me; 
Age ſoon mock'd the dream of youth, 
And wiſdom wak'd and caught me; 
| A bargain then with love I knock't, 
| To hold the pleaſing gipley ; 
When wiſe, to keep my boſom lock't, 
But turn the key when tipſey. 
Then who'd be grave ? &c, 


IV. 
When time had *ſwag'd my heated heart, 
The grave boy, blind and fimple, 
Forgot to cool one little part, 
Juſt fluſh'd by Lucy's dimples : 
'T hat part's enough of beauty's type, 
To warm an honeſt fellow, 
And tho? it couch me not when ripe, 
It melts ſtill while I'm mellow. 
Then who'd be grave? &c. 
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Life's a voyage we al! declare, 
With ſcarce a port to hide in; 
Perhaps it may to p' ide or care 

That's not the fea | ride in: | 
Here floats my ſoul till fancy's eye | 

Her realms of bliſs diſcover ; | 
Bright worlds that ſair in proſpect lie, 

To him that's half ſeas over. 


CHORUS. 


Then who'd be grave, 
When wine can ſave 
The heavieſt ſoul from ſinking, 
And magic grapes 


Give angel ſhapes 1 
To every girl we're drinking. 
| 
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Ne III. 
SUNG BY THE PRINCE OF WALES 
a e Ado 
CERTAIN LADY. 


Tune—There's a difference between a Beggar and a 


Qucen. 


I, 
HERE's a difference in fact betwixt a promiſe 
and an act, 5 
And I'll tell you the reaſon why 
An act can't betray—tho' I own a promiſe may, 
Yet I hope neither you nor IJ. 


CEORKRUS.:. 
Let thy cares and thy fears go hang, go hang, 
Let thy doubts and thy forrows drown; 
Give but my boſom love enough, 


And my heart is all thine own, dear girl, 
And my heart is all thine own. 


II. 
Tho' ſometimes I rove, like a bee in a grove, 
And my flights were a little too wild, 
Vet fix from this hour, on that ſweet fancy flower, 
That blooms on your cheek when you ſmile, 
Let thy cares and thy fears, &c. 


This 
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III. 


This world I approve as the region of love, 
And I care not one fig for't beſide ; 
The ſports of the whole, the moſt dear to my ſoul, 


Are thoſe which the Gods doth provide. 


CHORUS. 


Let thy cares and thy fears go hang, go hang, 
Let thy doubts and thy ſorrows drown ; 

Give but my boſom love enough, 

And my heart is all thine own, dear girl, 

And my heart is all thine own. 
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THE TREATY OF COMMERCE. 


I. | 
"PF ROTH, Miſter John Bull, you're a pretty 


milch cow 
Oh, what do you think of us Volunteers now ? 
Sure | told you the work we kick'd up in the ſtate, 
Before it was finiſh'd would all be complate ! 
With my Ballinamena Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me ! 


II. 


Troth, I told you laſt year (if you call it to mind) 
What we left you before we would not lave behind; 
And wasn't I right now ? by hook or by crook; 
For all that we left you is all that we took ! 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me! 


C But 


But 'twas deadly good-natur'd in you to lay down, 
With the wrongs of our trade, all the rights of your 
own |! | 

"Twas a mighty home ſtroke of magnanimous pride 

To break your own backs for the thorn in our fide ! 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 

The Treaty ot Commerce for me! 


IV. 


Oh, like fools, we deſpair'd that our terms would 
£0 down | 
Or ſuch Larp propoſitions be ſweet to the Crown! 
Then how p caſing to find your proud ftomachs to 
fall! 
When we'd thrown 'em up firſt, that you ſwallow'd 
them all! 
With my Pallinamona Ora, 
Ballinamana Ora, 
= Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me! 


Surg 
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V. 


Sure I hard Maſter Orde now relate, in his place, 
All your bountiful gifts of ſuperfluous grace 
Jaſus! how we all ſtar'd while he empty'd his 
{conce | 
To find ſuch a big bag of bleſſings at once 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me! 


VI. 
Oh, the brave Britiſh ſubje&t? his looks were ſo 
ſweet, 
When he laid down your caſe and your trade at our 
feet | 
And the comments he made too, the wiſe little 
elf, | 


Jo ſhew us that Britain's no friend to herſelf! 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me! 
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VII. 


Troth, it plais'd him, he ſaid (could a Briton fay 
| more? 
That the trade of your country would ſhift to our 


ſhore; _ 
And that England's diſaſters had ſunk her ſo low, 


The good tidings he brought us would finiſh the 
blow |! N 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 


The Treaty of Commerce for me ! 


VIII. 


Then he ſaid, *twas contriv'd too by part of the 
gift, 
That without Iriſh linens ye can't make a ſhift, 
Troth now, ladies, and that's a good meaſure for 
Arbre. 5 
When the linen comes over, the yard will come 
too 9 5 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me f 


Now 


AR F . 


— ane, SJ * 4 


IX. 
Now we took it moſt kind, that your ruler of ſtate 
(Who, they ſay, has no PARTS, but the parts in 
his pate) | | 
Should for female commodities open a door, 
And let freely the great I iſb ſtaple come o'er ! 
With my Ball:inamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me] 


X, 


*Twould have bother'd my head now, the words 
Piri let fall, 

When you gave us ſo much, you gave nothing at all Ly 

But in Dublin I hard his interpreter ſwear, 

That nothing in England means every thing there! 
With my Ballinamona Ora- 

Ballinamora Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 

The Treaty vi Commerce for me 


Buf 


— 
4 

* 

wd.4A 


- — — 


XI. i 


— — — Wes Oo 
—— — ” 
—— — — 


But your miniſter ſays now, e We've got all we can! 
c The two ſtates mult be join'd on a permanent 
„plan.“ 
By my ſhoul, he's joiner of notable craft, 
Who looſens all ties now—to bind us more faſt | 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me] 
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XI. 


And he ſays when all duties and drawbacks are paid, 
That the navy will want what we make in our 
trade, 
Troth, ſhe will want it all, Now he's right on that 
ſcore: 
And ſhe'll want it, God help her, for ever, and more, 
With my Ballinamona Ora, | 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Cou,merce for me] 
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XIII. 


Tf you wiſh now to know how our cards we have 
play'd, | 
Why we took up our clubs, and we threw down 
our ſpade : | 
So ye dealt us all trumps now for that very thing 
And ſo Pam became civil as well as the King, 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Bollinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me) 
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Ne V. 


BILLY's TOO YOUNG TO DRIVE US, 


vo ES Tc eee Met 


I, 


F life's a rough ourney, as moraliſts tell, 
Engliſhmen ſure make the beſt on't 
On this ſpat of the earth they bade Liberty dwell, 
Whilſt Slavery holds all the reſt on't; 
They thought the beſt ſolace for labour and care, 
Was a ſtate independent and free, Sir; 
And this thought, tho' a curſe that no tyrant can 
bear, | 
Is the bleſſing of you and of, me, Sir. 
Then while thro? this whirlabout journey we 
reel, | 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel; 
And watch ev*ry turn of the politic wheel; 


Billy's too young to drive us. | 


_ 


II. 


The car of Britannia, we all muſt allow, 
Is ready to crack with its load, Sir: 
And, wanting the hand of experience, will now 
\ Moſt ſurely break down on the road, Sir! 
Then muſt we, poor paſſengers, quietly wait 
To be cruſh'd by this miſchievous ſpark, vir, 
Who drives a damn'd job in the carriage of ſtate, 
And got up like a thief in the dark. vir ? 
Then while thro” this whirlabout journey we 
e 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel, 
And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheel; 
Billy's too young to drive us. 


III. 


They ſay that his judgment is mellow and pure, 
And his principles Virtue's own type, Sir: 


re, 
And his judgment more rotten than ripe, Sir; 

For all that he boaſts of, what is it, in cruth, 
But that mad with ambition and pride, Sir; 

He's the vices of age for the follies of youth, 
And a damn'd deal of cunning beſide, Sir. 


I believe, from my ſoul, he's a ſon of a w 
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Then while thro? this whirlabout journey we 
reel, 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel, 
And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheel; 
Billy's too young to drive us. 


IV. 


The Squires, whoſe reaſon ne'er reaches a ſpan, 
Are all with this prodigy ſtruck, Sir, | 
And cry, © * Vis-a crime not to vote for a man 
« Who's as chaſte as a baby at ſuck, Sir!“ 
But pray, let me atk, had his virtue prevail'd, 
What ful wou'd to heaven come near. Sir? 
Not one; for the whole generation had fail'd, 
And God's creatures had never been here, Sir. 
Then while thro? this whirlabout journey we 
reel, 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel, 
And watch ev*ry turn of the politic wheel 
Billy's too young to drive us, 
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V. 


It's true, he's a pretty good gift of the gab, 
And was taught by his dad on a ſtool, Sir; 
But tho? at a ſpeech he's a bit of a dab, 
In the ſtate he's a bit of a tool, Sir. 


For Billy's pure love for his country was ſuch, 


He agreed to become the cat's paw, Sir! 
And ſits at the helm, while it's turn'd by the touch 
Oft a reprobate fiend of the law, Sir! 
Then while thro” this whirlabout journey we 
reel, 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we "feel, 
And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheel 
Billy's too young to drive us. 


VI. 


Tho' reaſon united a N—h and a F—x, 
The world of this junction complain, Sir: 


But what's that to his, who join'd with a pox 


To the cabinet pimp of the Thane, Sir! 
Who ſold to a high-flying Jacobite gang 
The credit of Chatham's great name, Sir! 
That pleas'd we might hear the Young Puppet 
harangue, 


While Rs plays the ad game, Sir 
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Then while thro? this whirlabout journey we 
reel, 


We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel, 
And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheel; 
Billy's too young to drive us. 


VII. 


They ſay, his fire parts are a mighty good prep - 
To puſh up Britannia's affairs, Sir! 
But, we all of us know, tho' he ſtand at her top, 
Her bottom will die in deſpair, Sir | 
Then with Freemen, who on a fair bottom would 
tread, 
Here's a toaſt, that I'm ſure muſt prevail, Sir! 
Britannia] and May he n&er ſtand at her Head 
Who never can STAND at her Tul, Sir! 
Then while thro? this whirlabout journey we 
reel, 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel, 
And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheel; 
Billy's too young to drive us, 
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THE FARMER. 


I. 


IT down neighbours all, 

And 2 tell a merry ſtory 
About a Britiſh F armer 

And BILLY P—TrT, the Tory; 
T had it piping hot 

From Ebenezer Barber, 
Who fail'd right from England, 
And lies in Boſton harbour, 


Bow wow wow, fal lal de — iddy, 
Bow WOW WOW, 


This 
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II. 


This Billy he is calFd 
Britannia's Prime Ruler, 
Tho? he be but a puppet 
That's hung out to fool her ! 
His name is a paſſport 
To get in old ſinners 
So he deals the cards, that 
The knaves may be winners! 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. | 


III. 


He was bred up a Whig, 
But with Nabobs to thrive, Sir; 
Who nave votes in the Houſe, 
About two out of five, Sir. 
He gave up the people, 
And vow'd, to his ſcandal, 
They ſhou'd ſeek for their bread 
Without day-light or candle | 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow, | 


Now 
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IV. 


Now it hap'd, to the country 
He went for a blefling, 
And from his State-Dad 
To get a new leſſon. 
He went to Daddy Jenky, 
By Trimmer Hal attended, 
In ſuch company, good lack | 
How his morals muſt be mended ! 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy. 
Bow wow wow. 


V. 


This Harry was always 
A ſtaunch friend to Boſton; 
His bowels are ſoft, 
For they yearn'd for Indoſtan. 
If I had him in our townſhip, 
I'd feather him and tar him; 
With forty lacking one too, 
| I'd lam him and I'd ſcar him. 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. | 


y 


| 7a With 


624) 


VI. 


With his ſkin full of wine, and 
His head full of ſtate- tricks, 
Sham reforms, commutations, 
And the reſt of his late tricks, 
He came back with Harry, 
T'wo birds of a feather ; 
And, both drunk as pipers, 
They knock'd their heads together. 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 


VII. 


Nov ſo it fell out, that 
This pair wer: benishted, 
And drove out of the road ; 
So the ſtateſmen .lighted : 


And to get in again 


Away ſcrambl'd they, Sir, 
To find the back road 
Unto the King's highway, Sir. | 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 


Long 
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VIII. 


Long loſt in the dark were 
Theſe hghts of the nation; 
But ſtumbl'd at laſt 
Joa ſmall habitation ; 
To which they march'd up; 
While the fowls, in confuſton, 
Thought their lives were aim'd at 
11 this bold intruſion |! 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de ey iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 
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| X. 


The ties bark'd, ducks quack'd, 
And ſore Billy baited ; 
The wife ſhe cry'd out, 
« We be all ruinated;“ 
Then ſtraightway ſhe ſaatch'd up 
*Fhe veſſel ſhe piſs'd in, 
| | 'To pour on the head of 
| | This darkling Philiſtine, 
| Bow wow wow, fal al de ay iddy, 
Bow wow WW. 
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x. 
The huſband awak' d. by 
Her rige and her ſereaming, 
And ſhrewdly ſuppoſing 
His wife might be dreaming; 
To make matters (hart, 
Snatch'd his gun, in a fury, 
And c:y'd, “ Sons of Belial | 
„ [I've got what will cure ye.“ 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddyz 


Bow wow wow, 


XI. 


Then Billy began for 


To make an oration, 
As oft he had done 
10 bamboozle the nation; 
But Hodge cry d, “ Begune, ar 
te I' crack thy young crown far't 
* Thou belong'ſt to a rate gang 
« Of rogues, I'll be bound for't.*? 
Boy wow wow, tal lal de yp diy 


Bow wow wow. 


Now 
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> Now Hodge,“ quoth the wife, 
* Don't you mind his loud bant ring, 


„ For certain he has under 


His coat a dark lantern 3 
© Shut the gate of the court; 
© If he once gets within it, 
He'll whip up the back flairs. 
© Tl be bound, in a minute.“ 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 


XIII. 


Then the wife ſhe went on: 


© Can you go for to ſay no- 
© Any good upon earth made thee 
Take this by-way now ? 
& Thou cam'ſt to get foot in 


' © The houſe; that's the plan on't; 


$ And fo let in thy gang, 
For to make what they can on't. 
' | Bow wow wow, fal [al de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 
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XIV. 
© Don't you hear how the braxen · fac d 
© Rogue now pretends, wen? 
He crept up in the dar 
© But for virtuous ends, man? 
© He ſays he? s our friend | 
© Eut its no ſuch a thing, man, 
The impudent dog would 
C -_ ſo to the king, man * 
. | Bow wow wow, fal lal yo _ iddy, 


>" Bbw wow wow. 


® 


xv. 

Then Billy perceiving . 4 5 
The wife in a fury, F 
And knowing his deeds would 
Not ſtand woman” 5 jury, | 


Felt the ſpirit of Jenky 5 3 
A dangerous potion; ; = NT Os 
And Toar'd out to Harry SET 

44 03; * 


To. ſpeak for the motion. 
. .Bow wow wow, fal Lal de iddy iddy, 
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Then Harry ſtept up; 
But Hodge ſhrewdly ſuppoſing . 
His pa: t was to ſteal, * 
Whilſt the other was proſing, 
Let fly at poor B Hy, 
And ſhot taro' his lac'd Ear! 2 
- Oh, what a pity wass 
It did not hit his waiſtcoat ! 
5 Bow wow wow, fal lal de way o, 


6 Bow wow \ wow. 4 


XVII, 


Solid-men of Boſton” "_ 7 8 
Make no long orations; | 
Solid men of Boſton” n 
Beni Riche: hormone þ A1 d. 168,0 16. 
Solid men of Boſton 
Go to bed at ſun-down, 
And never loſe your way, 


Like the loggerheads of London 


Dow wow wow, fal lal de 7 iddy, | 
Bow WOW wow. 
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| Tuo Bacchus may boaſt of | his care-killing 
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N* VII, 
THE TRIUMPH Of VENYS. 


* 


bowl, DIS 
And Folly in thought-drowning revels delight, 
Such worſhip, alas ! hath no charms for the ſoul, 
When ſofter devotions the ſenſes invite, 


; 
4 * 
0 0 


To the arrow of Fate, or the canker of Cate 
His potions oblivious a balm may beſtow : 

But to Fancy, that feeds on the charms of the fair, 
0 death of Reſlectionꝰs the birth of all Woe ! 


* 1 0 1 
* III. 


What ſoul that's poſfeſt of « dream fs divind, 


Wich riot would bid the fweet viſion begone t 
For the tear that bedews Serifibility's ſhrine 
Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's tun, 


The 


0 — 
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IV. 

The tender exceſs that enamours the heart 
To tew is imparted ; to millions deny'd: 

TTis the brain of the victim that tempers the dart, 
And fools jeſt at that for which ſages baye dy d. 


V. 


Each change and exceſs hath thro' life been my 
doom ; 

And well can I ſpeak of its joy and its ſtrife : 
The bottle affords us a glimpie thro? the gleam, 


But Love's the true ſunſhine that gladdens our 
life, | 


VI. 


Come then, roſy Venus, and ſpread o'er my ſight - 
The mag'c illuſions that raviſh the ſoul ! 
Awake in my breaſt the ſoft dream of delight. 


And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl! 


The 
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VI. 
Then decp will L drink of the nefar dine, 
Nor e'er, jolly god! from thy banquet remove; 
But each tube of my heart ever thirſt for the wine 
That's mellow'd by Friendſhip, and ſweeten'd 
by Loves 
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Ns VIII. 


ADDRESSED TO LADY *** 8, 
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WHO ASKED CAPTAIN MORRIS 


War THE PASSION OF LOVE WAS? 
| 

I. 

x You aſk me, What's Love? — Why, that vir- 
a tue- fed vapour, | 


Which poets ſpread over ourlongings, like gauze, 
May do for a ſwain who can feed upon paper; 


| But fleſh is my diet, and blood is the cauſe. 


II. 


A delicate tendre, ſpun into Platonic, 


Suits the feminine fop, - whom no beauties pro- 
voke; 
| But the blood of a Welchman is hot and laconic, 
| And he loves as he fights, with a word and a /troke« 


F Pet, 


oy > = 
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III. 


Yet, I grant you, there is a ſweet madneſs of 
paſhon, 
A raptur'd delirium of mental delight 


Tho' alas | my dear Madam, not five in the nation, 
Whoſe ſouls have an optic to view the bleſt 


light. 


IV. 


But we ſpeak not of minds of diſtinguiſh'd ſelection, 
But Love, common love, in its earthly attire, 
Which, believe me, when dreſs'd in this high-flown 
affection, 
Wears the thread- bare diſguiſe of a bankrupt 
deſire. 


V. 


For the boſom's deceit, like the ſpendthrift's pro- 
fuſion, | 
As the ſubſtance declines rich appearances tries ; 
More gay as more weak, till this ſplendid deluſion 
In a pang of bright vanity dazzles and dies, 


Ah! 


FF S R 


* 

7 
0 
a 
Y 
4 
L 
Th! 


( 35 ) 


VI. 


Ah! if in a ſtrain of pure ſentiment flowing, 
No animal warmth checks the eloquent tongue: 
Tis the trick of a coxcomb to boaſt your undoing; 
And pride, taſte, or impotence prompts the foul 
wrong | . | 


VII. 


For Love, in a tumult of ſoft agitation, 
O'ercome with its ardor, bids language retire ; 
And, loſt in emotions of troubled ſenſation, 
Still breathes the ſoft accent of filent deſire, 


VIII. 


Yes, the god's on the wing when a delicate demon 
In ſickly compoſure fits down to refine; 

For Love, like a hectic, when weakly the amen, 
Still brightens the ſkin as the ſolids decline, 


. 
If ſuch be the Love you propoſe in the queſtion, 
No doubt it's a phantom, dreſs'd up by the mind; 
And, believe me, it is not a ſubſtance to reſt on, 


But the fraud of cold boſoms and Vanity's blind, 
F 2 But 


1:90 3 - 


X. 


But for me, my dear Madam, a poor carnal ſinner, 
Whoſe love keeps no Lent, or no rhapſody 
ſtarves; 
With the ſharp ſauce of hunger I fall to my dinner. 
And take, without ſcruple, what appetite carves. 


XI. 


So, my good Lady ****, all beauty and merit, 
You ſee, tho“ I doat on your face and your 
mind, 
The devil a grain ſhould I feel of Love's ſpirit, 
If looks did'nt warrant your ſhape and your 


kind. 
XII. 
With this taſte you, perhaps, will upbraid my vile 
nature: 
But thus ſtands the caſe, and in truth to my 
| theme, 5 
Were my miſtreſs the firſt, both in mind and in 
feature, 


Unſex her, and paſſion would fade like a dream. 


As 


1 
: 
. 
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XIII. 


As a Poet, indeed, I've a licence for fiction; 
To dreſs in heroics the treacherous heart; 


But take the ſad truth, and excuſe the plain diQtion; 
For love moves with me in an honaſter part, 


XTV, 


But, perhaps, you may know ſomething more of the 
matter; 
Then deign to inform the dull foul of a brute— 
A hiat cf your mind would moſt plea inaly flatter, 
And to hear it I'd always be willing and mute, 


No IX, 
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What joy to think, amidſt our mirth, 
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Ne ; + 
THE WESTMINSTER TRIUMPH. 


| | ; | 
WIE Vict'ry ſmiles on patriot worth, | | 
And Wiſdom ſhouts applauſe, Sir, | 


We've fought in Freedom's cauſe, Sir ! 
That Liberty our fathers won | 
Their ſons have well defended ; : 
And faithfully that duty done 
Which Heav'n for man intended, 


CHORUS. 


For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhewng 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, 

That Britons raiſed a Brunſwick's throne 
For Freedom's preſervation. 


39 


II. 


See with what juſt, yet jealous pride, 
Our fathers watch'd the Crown, Sir! 
Beneath their eye no King could ſtride 
Beyond his legal bound, Sir. 
They liv'd in loyal duty brave, 
While Freedom mark'd his ſway, Sir: 
But when abus'd that pow'r they gave, 
As quick they took away, Sir. 
For Weſtmiaſter's free ſons have ſhewn, 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne 
For Freedom's preſervation, 


III. 


Look back, and ſee what blood hath ſtain'd 

Our page in civil fight, Sir; 
When bold Prerogative diſdain'd 

A free- born nation's right, Sir! 

What tears have drowr'd this widow'd land 
W hen monarchs rul'd by will, Sir! 

And but for Patriot Virtue's hand, 
'T hoſe tears had trickl'd ſtill, Sir. 


For 
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For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhewn,- 


When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne 
For Freedom's preſervation, 


IV. 
And now, when Britain's drooping head 
Can ſcarce withſtand its foes, Sir, 
Shall he, whoſe talents kingdoms dread, 
A deſpot frown depoſe, Sir? 
Shall Britain's King the Whigs diſdain, 
On whom the empire reſts, Sir ? 
Or, when halt's loſt, ſhall Tories reign 
The guardians of the reſt, Sir ? 
For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhewn, 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne 
For t reedom's preſcrvation, 


V. 
Shall public good be thus betray'd_ 
In Brita:n's humbleſt hour? 
A falling nation loſe the aid 
Of Wiſdom's ampleſt pow's ! 


* 
4 
4 


( 4: ) 
In days like theſe, ſhall fav'rites dargy, 
To rule by court-applauſe, Sir? 
And he who loves the people, bear 
No ſway in Britain's cauſe, Sir ? 
For. Weſtminſter's free fons have ſhewn, 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, | 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne. 
For Freedom's preſervation, 


VI. 


Forbid it Fate, that Freemen born 
For public zeal be hated ! 
Or bend beneath that prince's ſcorn 
Whom Freedom's voice created! 
For no hereditary right  .. 
To crowns enſlave our vows, Sir; 
Tis Freedom gives and binds 'em tight 
On patriot princes brows, Sir. 
For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhewn; 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throng 
For Freedom's preſervation, 


Cy 
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Then be the triumph great and gay 
That crowns our Champion's glory ! | 

Oh, may the bleſt auſpicious day 

Long live in Britiſh ſtory ! 
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May endleſs honours grace that head 
In which with partial hand, Sir, | 
Kind Heav'n a choſen light hath ſhed ; 
| To fave a ſinking land, Sir! 
For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhewn; 
When King's miſuſe their ſtation, 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne 
For Freedom's preſervation, 
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No X. 
A NEW IRISH SONG: 
Tune O Lord, What can the Matter be S 


BE eaſy with War! here's a fine piece of bother 

on't, | 

Faith I can't make either one thing or Yother on't, 

Devil may burn both the Father and Mother on't— 
Billy's undone us by War, 

Oh, Lord ] what will the damage be? &c, &c, 


Pat, can you tell what the Devil he's driving at ? 

What is't we're fighting for, what 1s't he's ſtriving 
at ? 

A foul bit of work the d- n'd Tory's conniving at! 


For the poor out of bread, what a fine conſolation 
Winter at hand, and all trade in ſtagnation too; 
Nothing to ſwallow, but lumps of taxation too. 


8.2 Then, 


Then, what are our gains, for the millions he 
ſquanders now ? 
Plentiful loſs of brave Troops and 1 now, 


Rotting like ſheep, in thę ut gs of Flanders now 


T 


We're mutder'd by thouſands, And pay for the 
ſlaughter too, 

Nothing to drink, to the a—ſe up in water too 

Dutch running off, and ourſelves marching after too 


Our Fleets and our Gun Boats won t anſwer their 
uſes too, 

Horſe of no fervice for dub wal Duices try. 

Cannon too late, and all left as the duce is too, 


We're flux'd, till our life ſtreams away from our 
bowels too, 
Dtench'd fo with rain, ye might ſcrape us with 
trowels too, 
Caitle all ne and all full of rowels too. 


T ents we have few, ſince we left'em behind us too, 
Dogs wou'dn'tlie on the tet fraw, they find us toog 
All * of my by my foul they ve confign'd us 00s 


Then faith with rg we're a little dejected & too, 
Pruſſians withdrawn, and the Dutch diſaffected too; 
Troops that we'er bir d not do much 9 too. 


By 


( 45 ) 
By my ſoul, it's a fin, tho? we &'er ſhould want 
harmony, 
When we all fight for the Emp' ror of Germany, 
And Jobn Bull has promis'd to pay all the War 
money, | 


Then you bite de us at 1 and your word did'nt. 
keep my dears; 

Leaving brave lads to be cut up like ſheep my dears, 

Toby ſham fighting, and C—Ta—m aſleep my 
dears. 


Buy my troth there's a damnable ſin and omiſſion 
here, 


Tho! it's huſh'd up, it muſt riſe in reviſion here, 
Murder cries out, for a fate inqui/ition here. 


Then your Cabinet calls this a war of exiſtence now, 
That's in plain Iriſb, to die at a diſtance now, 


And help the work forward, by backward aſſiſtance 
now. 


Troth you've purchas'd at Toulon a /lippery ſtation 
too, | 

| Laid out our caſh in a wild ſpeculation too; 

And united all France, in ad—n'd indignation too, 


A wiſe figure we make, to be ſtarv'd to help ſlavery, 
F. 1 15 for others with profitleſs bravery; 


Ob get out! you'll undo a good maſter with 
knavery. 


Ever 


mg 
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Ever ſafe be his throne ! may no traitor's endeavout 


now, 


Loyalty's cauſe from fair Freedom's diſſever now z 


Here's Fox and the Whig Conſtitution for ever 
NOW; 


Billy's undone us by war. 
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No XI. 
A NEW SONG. 


Tune — Balinamona Ora, 


GURE, Maſter Joun Bonn, I ſhan't know till 


Pm dead, 
Where the devil you're driving to, — over head 
Troth, ve watch'd you, my dear, day and night, 
like a cat ; 


And, bad luck to myſelf, if 1 know what youre at. 


But, the reaſon you waſte all this blood, and this 


gold, 
is a ſecret, they ſay—that can never be told: 
To be ſure, for ſuch ſecrets my tongue is n't fit; 
For 1 can't keep it ſtill, without peaking a bit. 


Faith, and well I may heat now, for—h ark ye, 
dear j Joy | Ez 


Tho? you ſay, it's — Country the French would 


deſtr os. -. 
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Since you do it yourſelves, they may let it alone 
And mine may be taken, in/tead of your own, 


( 48 ) 


Britain's car, Jonx, I told you, would break with 
| foul knocks, 
When this job-boy of JaNKY's crept up to the box : 
Troth, he fole there, to drive yauvethe devil knows 
Bo 
But no devil can tell, where he's driving you now. 


You pay all, and fight all—and loſe all, they ſay: 

Now, don't you think, Jonx, that's quite out ok. 
the way ? | 

Faith, your very Allies foel ſo hurt on that ſcore, 


That they ſcorn to ſtand by you, and help any more. 


And theſe foreigners, too, have A whim in their 
That the pore neglect ye, the more they'll be: 
Sure they * your: Hinges now they're kft * 
Will 3 feed em, to Kab for their own, 


Devil burn "em, to ſay ſuch a Heatheniſh thing, 

Of a wiſe, decent, generous, church going King ! * 

To fill foreign outs, will In. Finch from N 
poor's?— 

A mx the loft ſcrap, for Croats and Partturs 8 

Oh, 


1 
Oh, Jonn ! theſe connections with Goths, and 
with Huns, 
Was ever the curſe of your iſle and her ſons ! 
If you knew when you're well, you'd ſtand ſaſt on 
your ground, 


And, at any one end on't, you'd face the world 
round, 


But to ſet out a tilting, and ſhake your weak lance 

Againſt millions of men, arm'd for Freedom, in 
France, 

Was a twiſt in your head, Maſter Bu1.1,d'ye ſee— 

Mighty ſtrange in your nation, that made itſelf free, 


But your foes, my dear JoHx, ſay your brains are 
of lead— 
That the fog of your iſland's ne'er out of your 
head . 
That alike you misjudge of good meaſures or bad, 
And are flupidly drowſy—or wilfully mad ! 


By my ſoul, ox, I've ſtudy'd your nature 
_ awhile; | 

And [ think, when they ſo, they don't mils a mile; 

The world's wide, to be ſure ; but, as zntellects go, 

You're as clumſey and bather'd a beaſt as I know. 


* Don't 
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Don't you think it's pretty, political touch 
To keep ſhooting your gold in the damms of the 
Dutch ? 


Sending troops to be fwamp'd, where they can't 


draw their breath? 
And buying a load of freſh taxes with death? 


Then, your /riends, who've been ſucking the ſap of 
your Skull, 
Now chooſe to be fed on your fat, Maſter Burr, ! 
Oh! your wniſker-moutn'd Pruſſian's a hell of a. 
| bite— 
And your Eagle of Auſtria's a damnable Kite 1 


Like the Jay in the fable, all pluck you, good 
JohN? 

But the whole mean to ſh:w you their tails, when 
they've done. 

Oh! *twill pleaſe you to ſee, when they all have a 
feather, | 

How they'll puſh forth their wings—and go off all 


together. 


Then comes the account, Jonn : and faith, to be 
fr. nk, 1 
The coſt is unbounded ; the credit a blank! 
It's a right Flemiſh bargain, where all you can claim, 
Is a plentiful balance of taxes and ſhame. 
| | But, 


($27 
But, when ſubſtance is gone, Jonn, one blefling 
remains— | 
We prize little things, and we count little gains ; 
Thus, tho' broke down by burthens, to lighten 
| miſhap, 
You've a feather or two, Joan, to ſtick in your cap. 


Yes! Laurels you have, Jorn, to tickle your ear 
For you've conquer'd a Corſican mountain, I hear; 
And the Caribbee Laurels—Oh fortunate lot! 

Yau've reap'd, and a fine yellow harveſt you've got. 


Then, a wond"rous magnanimous boaſt, too, is yours: 


With no reaſon on earth, to bring war to your doors, 


You, regardleſs of policy, ſafety, or pelf, 
Have paid all the world's damage, and beggar'd 
yourſelf, 


Faith, your tax- burthen'd ſons, Joan, will leſs the 


dark hour | 
When the war- iuhoop of King „ and the fqueakings of” 
porto r, | 
Made a nation of Freemen the clamour applaud— 
And load their own necks ta chain monſters abroad. 


Oh 1 to what will it come, JohN this guilty affair 2. 


Fox all acts of your State are, naw, acts of deſpair e 


H 2 | Liks 
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Like ſpendthrifts undone, ever frantic they ſeem z 
And widen that ruin they cannot redeem. 


Big curſes by day, ay, and bigger by night, 

On the Jens y-nurs'd Jackall, that brought on 
this plight ! — 

Who has „alt d on Court flilts to that ruinous brink, 


Where tis hopeleſs to niove—and more hopeleſs to 
think. 


A while your brave tars, the great prop of your State, 

Have, by glory and conqueſt, Jonx, put off your 
fate; 

But, if e'er on French decks, ſhouts of victory roar, 

The Crown's a Red Night-cap—and Britain's no more. 


Troth, the Cur was well onen'd of War's diſperate 
| ſin, 
When, with headlong 3 he hurry'd you 
in. 
The voice of ſound wiſdom ery'd loud on the curſe; 
But wiſdom was wind, to the voice * the nurſe, 


But FE ſlave will ſoon ſee on what ſand he has built; ' 
For the virtues of Freemen Now wake on his guilt ; 
They at length ſee the florm, and with horror refuſe 
To cut up the ting Cabinet Views. 
| | 5 
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Too long, Joux, 've told you, the helm would | 

break down, £ 1 
With this foul-g9ino Pilet, that tees for the Crown, | 
But, I've done; for, n9w, ruin hangs over the elf: 


Co, good tuck to your king—and long life to yourſelf. 


Ne XII. 
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Ne XII. 
COUNTRY AND TOWN, 


IN London I never knew what to be at, 
Enraptur'd with this! and enchanted with 
that! 
I'm wild with the ſweets of Variety's plan, 
And life ſeems a bleſſing too happy for man. 
Derry down, &c, 


But the Country, Lord help us, ſets all matters 
right; 

So calm and compoſing from morning till night; 

O, it ſettles the ſpirits when nothinz is ſeen 


But an aſs on a common, or gooſe on a green. 
Derry down, Xe. 


In Town if it rains, why it damps not our hope, 

1 he eye has its range, and the fancy her ſcope 

Still the ſame tho? it pour all night and all day, 

It ſpoils not our proſpects, it ſtops not our way, 
Derry down, &c, 


In 


E 


In the Country how bleſs'd when it rains in Gs 
fields, 

To feaſt upon tranſports that ſhuttlecock yields, 

Or go crawling from window to window to ſee 

A hog on a dunghill, or crow on a tree, 


Derry down, &. 


In London how eaſy we viſit and meet, 


Gay pleaſure the theme, and ſweet ſmiles are our 
treat; 


Our morning's a round of good humour, delight, 
And we rattle in comfort and pleaſure all night. 


Derry down, &c: 


In the Country how charming our viſits to make, 
Thro' ten miles of mud for formality's fake 
With the coachman in drink, and the moon in a 
tog, | 
And no thought in our head but a itch and a bog. 
| Derry down, &c. 


In London if folks in together are put, 

A bore may be dropt, Or 4 quiz may be cut ; 
We change without end, and if happy or ill, 
Our wants are at hand, and our wiſhes at will. 


Derry down, &c. 


In the Country you're nail'd, like a pale in your 
park, | 


To ſome ſtick of a ncighbour, cram. d into the 
ark; 


Or 
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Or if your are ſick, or in firs tumble down, 


You reach death ere the doctor can reach you from 
Town. 


Derry down, &e. 


— 


T have heard how that love in a cottage is ſweet, 
When two hearts in one link of ſoft ſympathy 
meet; 
I know nothing of that, for alas! I'm a ſwain 
Who requires, 1 own it, more hnks to my chain. 
| Derry down, &c. | 
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Your 7 {ays and your magpies may chatter on trees, 


hm, Town At me Vas. and in Ton tet me 
9s: Mp 3 

For in truth can't reliſh the Country, not J. 

If one muſt have a villa in ſummer to dwell, 

O give bie th ſweet thad) ly fide of Pall Mall. 

Derry down, &cz 
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= And Whiſper lolt n wenle in grave if they pleaſe 3 
1 But a houſe is much more tomy nind than a tree, 
3 And for groves, O! a fine grove of chimnics for 
1 

| ne. Des iry down &c. 
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